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A CHRISTMAS QUEEN.!
BY MARTHA M'CULLOCH WILLLAMS, ]

[Copyright, 1804, by the Author.]

Aunt Charlotte ¢ame sturdily across
the Lee plantation. The fields wers all
sere, ns beonme mid-December. Yet in
the flower gorden roses, pansies and
chrysanthemums were rapidly anfold-
ing im the warn, slow rain, rather
ragred and discolored, to be sure, bat
flowers for all that,

“Dem's dove'y tings fer dressin up
de table, ' Aunt Charlotte muttered to
herself as she sendded betwixt the bor-
ders and on to the back poteh. Befare
she conld knock, the hall door opeued,
and Mrs. Leo called ont:

“Howd'y, Aunt Charlotte? Come
right in myroom to the firae You'll
catch your death yet, ronning ahout so
in bad weather. Sit down and dry yoar
feet while you tell me all the news.”"

Aunt Charlotte stuck her torn, mud-
dry shoes toward the blazing logs, fetoh-
ed n sort of groaning sigh and said:
*‘Ln, Miss Ma'y, yoo know I nover
hears no news, bot dey nor'ated it at
church meeting ‘istiddy daf ole lady
Brantley wus metty low wid de brown-
gkoaters, an ole Miss Calishaw's Flo'-
ence had done ruuned off an marricd
dat Dodd hoy.""

“Well, well, she has driven her ducls
to a bad market. Girls are so foolish.
Oh, did you hear from old Mr. Pegrami
I am told he was badly hurt lnst weelk. "’

“Yessmm; -he clumb up de stable lof’,
huntin fer de boyses jug er licker, an |
fell thrangh an dat yonng mule, an de
critter kicked him. So de dooctor gay de
gpine er he back is querrelized."

“Denr me! You don't say sol'' Mra
Lo returned,

Tor an honr the talk slipped along
the channels of local gossip. Aunt Char-
lotte knew there was nothing like tid-
bits of news to put Miss Man'y in good
humor. Whatever happened in ten
miles around was reported, with en-
largement and varintions, at the color-
ed church., Besides Aunt Charlotte her-
gelf was outdoor lsundress for some half
dozen families, so of course knew nll
abont them. When her feet were dry,
she got up, picked her sunbonnet from
the floor and said, balancing herself on
one foot:

“Well, I'mus’ be goin, Miss Ma'y,
is you got any golo paper®"’ .

“Let me see, Yes, I think—T know I
have. Do yon want some? Aro they go-
ing to have another Christmas tree at
the chiureh?"

“Yessum—no'm. I does wants some,
but 'tain’t far no Chrismus tree. Doy
done had so many er dem, an fesservals,
an May suppers, an so on, de folks is
tired on um. Mist’ Pasco, de toacher at
de free school, is metty bigh larnt. He
been one sessian ter de Frisk nuniver-
gity, up hat Nashville, 5o de church
cull on him ter pervent um somp'n new.
An he tole um dey mus' have er queen
er Chrismus. "’

“Indecd? That is something now.
Toll me al! aboat 4. "

“I ain't zactly got de vrhole thing

straight yit, but fur es I kin make out
my Meely—dey choosed her for quesn—
is gwing be dressed np in white, wid er
erown on, an red shoes, an sef up on er
cheor on top de teacher’s table, wid er
big stripe-ed shawl all hangin down
ter de flo’', an de gohoolchilluns {s ter
come up 'fore her an say dey hes—
"bout de Loy stood on de bu¥nin deck,
an twinkle, twinkle, little stars, an de
reaper whose name is debt, an all dem
yothers. Din dey gwine have di-logs
for the big chillons, an arter dat all do
young men will maroh an sing aronnd
her, an she ha' ter chopse one on "em for
Iing. Dat's whut gits Mecy whar do
wool's short, You know she ain'y for-
ard lek de yother gals. '’

“No; Meely’'sa good girl—the best
I know. Is that all?"’

*Oh, no'm. Dey gwine have er sup-
per, sob in de schoolhouse eend er de
church. Dat’ll be 50 cents an eat all
yon wants er barbecue an pie. De church
don't git none er dat; hit all goes ter
dem wha' 'vides de vittels. But the
side table whar dey gwine sell cake an
oandy an reasons an oringes an see-
gyars will be nll fer de paschure sal'ry.
*Bides dat ho git de dime at de do' too.
De church owes him $40, an dey had
tar promus ter git up somp'n would
make it fer him Chrismus, 'fore he'd
‘gren ter baptize, oy er dem las' con-
verts. He 'lowed his body wus des as
well wath savin as dey souls, an he
wasn't gwine roint his las’ suit er
elothes in de water "dout he had de in-
shoranee er gittin money ter buy mo’. **

‘Isee. Does it come off Christmas
eye?”’

“Oh, no'm. Hit’s gwine be Saddy
night in Chrismus. De yother churches

an school “taipments will be through by
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& et
.'rﬁ r
L N

aeu, 50 We giT er Hig crowi Do s olety |
from town—de Boug and Daughters of |
I 'Will Arise, say dey comin out ter 3(.-0|
how us conntry niggoers does, an I wauts

ter 'stomish nm good one time sho. "’
**Yom want me to help you?"’

“Yessum; I be metty prond ef yon
will, I gotthreedozen eggs, Ef yondes

let me heve de sngar an butter an flour,

I'l make two cakes fer de sids table
an bake um in your big rosepang, An 1
thought muybe you'd len me de money

ter it Beely's dress an shoes, an munke

<la crown for her, an len me you buggy
Ef yon
will, hit'll be er mighty big 'commer-

blankit ter go over do cheer

dation.”

*“Has Meoly outgrown the white dress

I made ber lnst snmmoer?'’
“No'm, but Iit's been washed
hit nuver wus nothin but swiss mnslin

Now sho got tor have tarlton. Teacher
say queens don't nover w'ar nothin
alse, an nover puta one on dey back but
des de-one time, Hit's boun ter be right

now. "'

““Yon had bettor get her yellow shoes,

Bhe con wear them afterward. "'

“Teacher say dey mus' be red—dat’s

what de town niggers will be speotin,

an doy shan't have no scuse ter langh

&f 1 can help it
“You wnnt me to mako tho dress?’
“Yossum, ef yoa will."
**And the crown?"’

“Ain't mobody but you would do it

for ma™'

“Do you want it like this?' show-

ing a picture of o royal diadew,
“No'm," gaid Aunt Charlotte.

made nm one fer er pattron.

gole an bigger, "’
“H-m-m! Isthat all you want?"'

“Yossum—"coptin 'tis dem flowers
out yonder in de gyarden. AnI'll sweep
de yard, an make your soap in daspring-
time, an irun all Miss Luey's nice

cluthes next summer, ™’

“1 knowyou will, you blessed Aunt
Charlatte,”” said Miss Luey Lee, run-

ning in with her arms full of finery.

“And Meely shall be as fine as Friday
in this tarlatan dress of mine—I"ve only
worn it anee—and a red sash and stock-

“I8 YOU GOT ANY GOLE PAPERP"

ings as well ns the shoes. And her
crown shall have 17 tiny sharp points
to it, one for each year of her life and
mine. Yoo know we were born the same
day, and have grown ap just the same

pize
Aunt Charlotte beamed all over,

“God love yon, Miss Lumoy! Youis
one good child. I wus thinkin 'bont
dat dress all de way ober here—studyin
up how I conld git it. If your foois des
wan't so little dat Meely couldn’t git
mo'n her big toe in your shoes, I'd ax
you fer dem white slippers and let de

red stockin’s do. "

“Oh, she shall have shoes—nover
fear!" Luoy snid, holding the sash to
“But how will she get to
churoh without spoiling them? It's a
mile from your house, and the mnd
will be knee deep. Yon know it always
raing n week whon the wind 18 in the

the light.

south."

““Yessum, hit’s gwinoe be bad, Dey done

'vided at church meetin dat Meely mus’
dress in de clostes’ house dar an den
eome out, an be sot up in er no top bug-
gy, an have eight er de big boys pull
her up ter de ohurch do’. Den Mist'
Pasco, he gwine take her outen hit an
totoe her up de aisle an set her in de
chesr on de table.”*

Lnoy lsughed alond, Her mother
frowned and said, a trifle sharply:

“Iwould not allow that, Charlotte,
Meely is no child. " !

Aunt Charlotte looked at the floor in

meak obstinaoy.,

“Dey tells me queens don't walk

none 'tall,’’ she said, “an de
cain’t git no nigher 'nn de do'."

““Then let two of the big girls make
a bea saddle and tote her. That won't
look Jinlf g0 bad as to see Pasco lugging

her an old cat does her kiften,"

'Bides

llDe
chilluns is gwine w'ar silver ones when
dey say doy speeches an Mist' Pasoo he
Hit's des
er ban big 'nough to go on de head,
wid sharp p'ints stannin np around de
top. Meely's mus' bodat way, too, only
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Bookeases, Writing Desks,

than ever,

Call and see my large stoe
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Unristmaa for Naples or Home, sninfing
with their wild music the shrines of the
Virzin Mother, to cheer ber until the |
| birth hoor of the infant Josus, now near
at hand, The first Christmas carols wers /
bymus in bonor of the nativity. They

| nfterwanl assumed a more secnlar char- |

Nl Diningroom Sets, Sideboards, Dining Tables
and Chairs, Couches, Divans, Lounges,
Parlor and Library Tables, Hat Racks,

Easels, Mirrors, Dressing Tables, (curly Bireh, Mahogany, Oak Upholstered and Reed
Rockers), all of the above in great variety, P

ATEST STYLES AND LOWEST PRICES. &2
A Fine High Back OAK ROCKER for $L28.

[a'B} as long as they last. Call early and make a selection while the stoek is complete. Exclusive agent for 5’93

The Peerless Extension Table!

Pull table open and leaves come up to their place, Call and see them, the best thing on earth,
Goods set back and held until you are ready for them.

Stock LARGER and Prices LOWER

K.

B. B. BITZER.

Napoleon, Ohio.

BITs. Leo eaid, still snorply,

“It*s the hugging, not the lngging,
ma objects to,"' Luey said through
her looghing, “bat that does not mut-
ter, 1 believe Mr. Pasco wants to murry
Meely.™

“He do," said Meely'’s mother, “bnt
| gha dono sot her min on dat ar' owdn-
cions Peto Mencham, who've got no
ligion "tall, is des alwoys whistlin
reels an potillicis an singin "bout

Ok, Master Babbit, yo' yoars mighty long.
Yo, my doar, dey aro sob un wrong.
Dat's what make me try so hard ter
glt her fix up nice fer dis yeretime, T'm
) | gwine git all de things an den tell 'er
she cain't have nm "dout she'll 'gree
ter take Mist' Pasco."

Lucy's oves fiashed, but befora she
conld spank her mother said:

“Well, I hope you’ll sucecced, but it
doos geem to me that when o girl sets
her heart on a trifling, no account fal-
low there is no use trying to change it.
I didn't know Meely was like the rest,
but I'll help yon all I can.™

“So will L" said Lucy, running
away, withscarlet cheeks. Mealy's caso
was her own, Bort Wilmer had her
heart and her troth plight; rich Dave
Aller, the backing of her parcnts, Pos-

made her g0 wondrons kind to Moely.
Posgibly also the faot that Pete had been
postman for the lovers ever since Bert
was forbidden the Lee house had some-
thing to do with tho case

Theu, too, the Lees were n habitual
providence to the poor blacks about
them. Love for the merry, careless,
gimple-shrewid race was in their bloed,
comprehension likewise. They saw un-
der the grotesqune extravagance of the
“gueen of Christmas” a germ of self
reliance and forthered it accordingly.

When at Inst it came to pass, Luey,
with her brother and a dozen more young
folks, stood ontside and looked on

The church wns a big log structure, lit
with kerosene lammps in flaring tin re-

humanity.

Besides the country negroes for miles
around the Sons and Daughters of I
Will Arise were ont in full regalif, a
hundred strong. Each brother wore a
red gash crossing his breast, with a tin
star over the heart, o green apron turned
up with yellow, and a blue and white
rosetto upon the left lapel. Each sister
was gorgeous in a purple cape, a long
white, frecly ruffied apron, decp rad sach
abont the waist and orange turban with
gréen plumes. They marched to their
allotted places, droning out a weird,
wordless chaunt, and vainly tried to
maintain an attitnde of solemn criti-
cism. The crowd was dotted with smil-
ing familiar faces, the savory soent of
barbecne was in the air, and Brudder
Paschure, otherwise the Rev. Mr. Bar-
ker, shook hunds up and down the
benches with & fervor that almost set
them shonting.

Presently the depcons hustled and
squeezed the crowd back from the aisle,
and Mr. Paroo came through with Mee-
ly in his arms. She was o slim slip of o
girl, but he staggered under her weight
and would have fallen when mounting
to her chair throno if Pete Meacham
had not eprung forward and relieved
him of his burdon.

“Uniph! My Lord! I wouldn't hava
dat nigger fer soap grease ef he cain't
tote no better'n dat!" excloimed the
foremost Danghter of I Will Arize,
while ane of thé country lads murmur-
ed: “Lordy! Wonldn'tI des L','k ter see
*im put 'ginst Pete at er log rollinl He
daone stay dar in dat school'ouse twell
he ain’t yo stronger'n er skecter,**

Moeely renched her throne about equal-
ly erumpled in clothes and feelings.
‘While the speschies and dialogues went
on she eat trembling and half blind,

nway by the knowledge that her moth-
er's oye wason her. She knew what wiis
expectod of her—that she wonld choose

W. G. COOVER,

as usual, on the track with
o full line of

Cook Stoves Ranges

Coal and Wood
Heaters,

everytliing in the shape of a stove
' i A

Paints, Oils. Varnishes and
Glass.

Roofing and Spouting done on short
notice. Call gn him before buying
T.ook for the big padlock or

through the window back of the pulpit. ;

fleotors, aud fairly cramined with dark |

only kept from running iacontinently |

AmBs:

| Mr., Pozeo ns Eing—and shoe 8hted him

| #0l If culy she might choose Pete! But
he would ot Le in the line, Aunt
Charlatt o} to hinve him left

l ont, After ho put hef in the cbair he
sat down o the pulpit floor back of it
o

EENT BIM SFRAWLING TO THE FLOOR,

' where the drapery hid him from the
| erowd, bot let him look his {ill at her.

sibly it was this fellow feeling thate| That was her only consolation, If they

| tried to make her bodily dver to Mr.
; Pasco, he was close at hand, and Miss
Lucy and Marse Bert looking in at the
window, ready to give him countenanecs
for her protection,

At lnst the march began. Two by
two, a men and woman, they came into
the smali clear spacs before her and
moved aroand singing:

My Lord enllod Sister Marthy.
Sister Marthy would not huswer.

Bistir Marthy's into de gyarden,
Talkin erbout my Lord. |

Five minutes of slow, heavy stamp-

ing; then came a wild whirl to
Dar war ban's ¢’ musie,
Dar war bun's o' mestd,
Dar war ban’s o' musie
Bumblin fro’ de sicy.

Then the words died away ton wild
groaning shriek, with a tempest of foot-
falls under it. The marchers formed o
wheel with the women in the center
and whirled at top spesd in front of and
up to the poor distrncted queen. The
pastor came, too, with an oily smile,
and put his buggy whip in her hand,
saying: ‘‘Now, Miss Permeely, hit
your king and lemme set him down up
yere 'side yon. Hit is not good fer
‘opman ter be erlone, de Seripture says.
Now, shet your eyes an hit de nex' who-
Ter pnsses.’”” With that he seemxd to
release the whip, yet adroitly flung the
lash aronna Pasco’'s neck.  Instantly
there wont up a great loughing shout,
and by the time Meely had drawn one
sobbing brenth the teacher was beside
her, holding her hand. The preacher
had drawn a book and a folded paper
from his pocket and was Leginning to
vead that the doomment nuthorized him
to solemnizo matrimony betwixt Ciesar
Angustus Pasco and Pamela Mills.

Ount from the wonder stricken srowd
came a shrill arr: *O-g-0! you vilyun!
1 hain’t dead yet!"

The pext minute o small and vicions
looking Daughter of T Will Arise
strenmed up to the throng, clutched the
royal bridegroom and shaking him till
hig teeth chatteved cried out: *'I mar-
ried dis yere slab sided, low-down, no
'eount triflin fly up de creek two years
ergo, up to Nashville, an took in wash-
in ter spote ‘im so he might go ter
school an git book semse ernongh ter be
er preacher. An dis is whut I gits for
it. Fine num yere tryin ter marry or
gal *at don' 'ant um an does 'ant some-
body else. I been knowin ever scnce
he runned away be was mean ng guar
broth thickened wid tadpoles, but I
never did thought he'd come quite ter
sech or poss as dis.”’

Mr. Barker punt on his most judicial

aspect. + Pasco’s countenance hetrayed
his guilt. Nevertheless the minister
asked:

“Is this womnu your wife, Brother
Paseo?’
“1 married ber once, bt I was a

minor then, and I propose to get me a
divoree next sprinz—as soon, in fact, ns
gohiool is out,” Mr. Pasco said, calling
all his grammar to his aid.

“Den you betier wait till yon git it
"fore yon try ter murry agin,' Pete
Meacham said, catching his rival round
the waist and sending him sprawling
on the floor. Then he gathered the sob-
bing Meely in his arms and turned to
face the preacher, saying: *‘Mr. Pas-
chure, my boss is got license for me ter
marry dis same little gal. Git nm from
him, please, an tie de knot right yere.
I wus gwine steal her as we went home,
but I don’t wanter take no mo' risks er
losin 'er.”

Then a wenderful thing happened.
The party outside came in and stood in
s hall circle, back of Pete and Meely,
uutil they were mado one, when a
grave gentleman, whom nobody guite
kuew. stepped in front of Bert Wilwer

1 and Luey Lee, ond in less'thone than 1t
| takes to write it thoey had likewiso en-
‘_ tered the holy estate of matrimony.
| Peto amd h osn, 1t seamed, bad plan-

ned o double ranaviay. The happenings
| of the evening only precipitated the
erisis.

Amnt Charlotto and Mrs, Lee in time
bectune roconciled to their sous-in-law,
bat the churell mecting has never yoeb
ventured vpon another queen of Christ-
ILE.
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THE GAME OF SNAPDRAGON.

Players Must Be Oulck and Not Mind
Burned Fingers,

Few “Cliristinns  gambols" exist in
their ariginal form, But the old games
modified to suit modern tasto as well
as *he new ones are jest os full of fun
and nro entered into by tho yonng folks
nowndays with ns much zest ns were
the rongher gambols over which in old
England the “‘Lord of Mismnle" pre-
gided. Althongh the anthority of this
lord was generally acknowledged nt
Christmas merrymakings 200 or 300
yenrs ago, snd he made things very live-
Iy, such disorders finally crept into his
brief Larlesque reign that he was sup-
pressed,

One of the most quict and genial of
the gnmbols over which he wns mastor
hing been handed down nnder the noamo
of “Snapdragon.’” Raisins are put into
a large bowl, covered with spirit, which
is ignited. Lights in the room are ex-
tinguished, and cach ono attempts in
turn to grasp a raisin, a feat roquiring
gome skill and courage. Meanwhile an
approprinte cocompaniment is the ' Song
of the Spapdragon, ™" beginning thus:

Here he comes with flaming bowl,
Don't he menn to take hie toll?
Brnip! Saap! Dragon!
Take care vou don't tuko too much,
Be not grecdy in yoor cluteh,
Buip! Boap! Dragun!
With bia Wue and Inpping tongne
Many of you will be stung.
Buip! Boap! Dragon!
&":}‘:7‘::3
A Bit of Pathos at Christmastide,

There is a little girl of 6 who has
proved hersplf one of the ministering
children not in name only, A fow weeks
ago the baby of the family died. The
children as well as the mother had
looked forward to hunging up the baby's
stocking at Christmas with a great denl
of pleasure, But the loss of the baby
brought such anguish to the mother that
she decided to have no Christmas cele-
bration of any kind, Last Sunday éven-
ing, as the family sat in partial dark-
ness, recounting their loss with all its
sad circumstanc:s, a tender little voice
pierced the gloom:

“Mamma, isn’t thero any Christmas
in heaven?"

“Yes, darling,'" answered the weep-
ing moiher. *It is always Christmas
there. '

“Then why don't yon keep it here?'’
persisted the little girl. “Jus' muke
b’lieve baly isn's dead, an hang up her
little stockiy, mamra, an le's all have
Christmas jus' the samc an be bappy,
like she is. "'

The child’s wisdom prevailed against
tho unrensoning sorrow of the mother,
and the little ones are happy and busy
filling the stocking of the baby who will
keep Christmas in heaven,

A HALF DOZEN SPOONB.

The first Christmas carol, a8 Milton
and Jeremy Toylor have said] was sang
by the angels on the plaing of Bethle-
hem. This custom has prevailed inmost
Christian countries and s perpetunted
in England and on the continent. Cala-
brian minstrels still leave their monn-
tains during the last davs preceding

acter, mary of them belhfe songs of rey-

| elry accompanying the festivities of the

| B T

HWWHAT ARE WE HERE FORI

Web Flanagan's Cwn Story of How [Ie
Uttered the Famous Remark,
| “Flanagan of Texas" is a name thas
alwaya briugs up o famcus question,
“What are wo here for?"* Whether in
{ New York, Chicago or San Fraucisco,
that name on the Rotel rogister always
brings a crowd of people to see the man
| who ariginated ono of the most famous
| phirnses in American polities. The sen-
| tence has gone iuto history and beoome
a part of it. It was one of the memora-
ble incidents of oo of the most memo-
rable conventions that ever assemblod
| in Amerioa—the Chicago national Re- |
| publican econvention which defeated
| Graut and nominnted Garfield. Ever
| since then somebody in every conven-
| tion, large or small, has arisen to ask,
| **What aro we here for?" Web Flanae
gan of Honderson, Rusk connty, Tex.,
fs the man who said it first of all. Toa
writer for tho Galveston News Flaun-
gau told the story of the phrase, This
is tho way he told it:
| 1t was in Chicago in 18580, Iwasm
| member frowm Texas in the nationgl con-
vontion, When the cammittes on plat-
form and resolutions reported, Barker of
Massachusetis offered to insert a plank
| pledging the party to civil servico re-
form. 1 mso in my place and said:
‘Mr. President, Tesus has had qguite
wnongh of civil service reform.  Ont of
1, 300 offices in that state 1,000 of them
are filled by Democrats,. We believe
that to the victors belong the spoils.
Every proposition of this sort comes
| from states that ave threntened with a
| Mugwmap iuvasion, Bir, the boys in
the trenches are demanding recognition,
Furty service entitles them to something
nt the party's hande They need the
| onees, and, sir, what are we here for
| but for the offices? Immedintely the
delegates ud the galleries yelled. They
| gliouted till they wera hoarse, and it
was several minutes before the chairman
was finally able to restoro order. The
pest day the incident was in all of the
popers, and from then till now it has
been traveling aronnd the earth. Ihave
geen it in foreign papers and have hoard
it timo and ogain in national conven-
tions sinee then. 1t was simply o forei-
ble way I haid of expressing myself. I
pever had the slightest idea that my
chief elnim to fane should be o chance
expression in the oonfusion of a great
national body. "

EDWIN BOOTH'S UNHAPPINESS.

To His Daughter He Bays He Was Never
Heally Happy.

A number of letters written by Edwin
Booth to his doaughter and intimate
frirauds are published in The Centuory.
The following one to his daughter gives
an index to the melancholy that was so
marked in his dispesition:

Nuw Youx, Jan, 5§, 1558,

1 hiave sivn Rose several times and shall gay
goodby tonorrow. 1 do alld exn for bor, bat
nothing on earth can render hor lonely 1ife 1o
| wenry, peor soull As for God's rewnnd for
what T have done, T can hordly opproginte
ft.  '"Tis more Uke piniskmeit for misdoeds
{of which 1'vo dono many) than graco for good
ones (if I've done any ). Homelessnoss is tho
wetor's fute, physical incapocity to attain
what {8 most required and desived by such a
spivit 68 I nm slave to. I there bo rewands,
I certainly am well poid, but bhard schooling
in lfe's thankless lessons hos mode e some
what of aphiloetophier, and 1've learned to take
tho LufMets and rowands of fortung with equal
thanks, pod in saffering all to muflyr=I wou't
sy nothing, but comparatively Hitle. Dick
Stoddard wrote & poers called “The Eing's
Bell," which fits my caso ezgetly (von may
bave read it). He dedicated it to Lorimer
Grahany, who never knew wn anbappy coy in
his brief Hfe, fnstead of to me, er never
knew e really happy one, You mustn’t supposo
from this that I'm i1l in mind or Ldy. On the
ecntrary, 1 am well enongh In both. Noram
1o poessimist. I mercly wanted yon to katow
that the sugnr of wy lfe is bitter swoet—por
haps not more 8o than every mon's whoss ox-
perienee bhas boen above and below thosarfses,
Business hus coatinued lurge oy
little every night. Tho g will rua two
woelts longor. Bundsy at 4 o'olock I ntart for
Baltimore, nrriving there ot 1 o'elock.

Tomarrow o meoting of detors; manogers end
artists ot brenkfust to diseus end orgaulze, if

pasible, & theatrical club Hko the Garrick of

. e

WEIGH WITH THEIR EYES.

Expert Dealers In Live Stock Do Not
Often Use Seales.

The dealers in live stock who buy and
zell the thonsands of cattle, hogs nnd
sheep which are daily handled af the
Bourbon stockyards must be expert in
guessing the weight of a live animal at
s glance. In conversation with a well
known stockman a few days ago he ex-
plained why this is necessory:

“Tt would bo impoessible to weigh the
eattle in many cases becange of the im-
mense labor invelved and the length of
time it wounld take, while the market
price, which is subject to coustant fluo-
tuations, might easily vary from its
highest to its lowest limit while wo
were weighing the animals in one of
our big scales. For instance, today,
which hns beehr the biggest day of the
year thus far, there have been received at
the Bonrbon yards over 2,400 bend of
cattle und about 6,000 hogs, Suppose
wa had to drive all of those npon the
seales to aseccrtain their weight? There
ara dozens of uld stock men who can in-
spect & herd of animals and form a: cs-
timate of their avernge weight wiich
will be readily accepted by purchasers as
the busis of o trade,

“In o test ense which was made some
timo sinco a man who has had a life-
long experience in buying and selling n
herd of cattle, after inspecting a herd
of 500 animals, guessed their average
weight within one-third of a pound of
the nctoal figure ascertained by weigh-
ing the cattle individually. The feat
was necomplished by Mr, Ben D, Offutt
of this county and is not 8o extraordinn-
ry as8 it appears, bocaunse similar in-
stances of expert ‘guessing' ocour here
every day.''—Louisville Courier-Jour-
nal,

Women Officers He-cleotad.

The Woman's Benevolent association
of Kansns City, Kan., elected officers at
its recent meeting. Withont an ex-
ception the old officers were re-elected.
Here they are: Mrs. Phabe A. Eager,
president; Mrs, E. J. Harris, vice pres-
ident; Mre. W, H. Ryus, scerctary, and
Mre. J. C. Martin, trensarer. The sboi-
ety is over 20 years old.

The amount of fatty matter or cil in
maize is far greater than in wheat. In
the latter oil composes about 1 per cent;
in the former, from 6 to 10,

A LESSON IN BOXING.

The Young Man Who Raw a Sign, Aftere
wand Saw Siass
A Detroit youny man who has beenn
tnking in Chicago tclls this story and
tells is welk
*1 saw a sga of ‘boxing and Fymos

: slum up Malrs "and Iwént wp sinply w

¢eo what sort 6f n place 0 was® T
were onky a few people up there, and ooe
of them wasna young man with a black
eye and a dejectad countenance.  As hy
soemmed to b unhappy, I felt 1t my daty
to spoak o bim and see what I could do
0 muke his path more pleasant

SO0 tell you what's de matter wid
me," he cxplained after n bit. ‘I wos
a-boxin here twoor t'roe days agowld do S.
Joe Kid, ns he calls hisself, and be strock
me fonl and blacked mo eye. I'm o-layin
fur him here, dis mormnin, and I be ¢omes,
say, I'll pot him to sleep in do middle of
de first round.  I'll ehow you how ho his
mo.'

“Ho got up, pulled off his coot and vest
and pulled on n palr of gloves, and abous
this time I remarkoed:

ity parfectly willing to take your
word fur it You needn's go to any trou-
ble m demonstrate. "

“r0h, it's no troublest all. Come into
de ring, and 1'll showyou how he did ie*

““*But, you sée, I'—

“Come into do ring, What's do use
of nskin about me eyoe il you don’t want to
kniow how de kid blacked 1t?

“Ho had gano - to considerable trouble
on my acconut, and I felt it wos anly iair
to step into the ring.

“eNow, den, put op your dukes' he
sald as he gquansd off ot me.

“sTut, my dear sir, I nover'—

“woPut up yor dukes. Do yon want mo
to knock yer faw off at do very first olip?’

Ut looked tomo as if he was anonly
chifld pnd pot used to being crossed, and
s0 1 put up my dukes o keep him good
natunl

“ENow, pragee around,” he said ns be

oW hat's the uso! T protested. *1 oon
stand atill while you explain mattors.”

S Pranoe, 1 say!” he velled,

“Tt setaned policy to humor him in his
nbsurd theorios, aid so 1 began prancing.

SoADnt's do Lea,! ho enlled ns ho dodged
abotit.  ‘Now, dun, hold yor right o little
lower, Dat'ait, Up o Lttle wid yer loft
Dat's de waey.'

“Eut, T asure you, my dear follow,
that I didn’t gomie hepro to'——

4 Leendd for sne wid yor left!”

“OWhnt for?

S Lead fur e, I say. Do you want to
stand there Hko o chump and Iet me do
all de work?

“1 didn't want to hurt the young man,
but as lo was willing to take the risk 1 Jed
for him. 1 expected to knotk him head
over heels, but he was still elreling around
moe after 1 got through leading.  This us-
tonishing faet led mo to remark:

AT think T wil? go now. I've got to De
down at the Palmer Honso in jusy 165 min-
utes, I oan plainly sec now how the kKid'—

OSwing yer right far me juw!" he yell-
ed as his daneing and prancing grew mere
vigorous

e I don't want to heeak your jaw.’

" ' Bwing wid yer vight!’

“He hod requestod e to kill him, and
I swung. | wus wondering what the cor-
oner's verdlct would be when the roof
fell In and evorything turped dark. I6
wns olght minutes aftorward, ns s small
boy with a very honest foce informed me,
when 1 swoko and found the roof all right.
I'he boy and 1 were tho only ones in the
place, and be eatd my jow wouldn't both-
er mo over two weeks. He wons a good
boy, Herubbed meswith Unlment, bronght
me a glass of brandy and afterwan! holped
me down stairs and called a carrlage nnd
told the deiver what hospltal to brlog up
Bt '—Detrolt Feoe Press

Shelley married an innkeeper's daugh-

tor, who proved uncongeninl. He left
her, and she committed suicide,

2he tinen eollar slarts the morn;
Full oft at noontime il is aeen
All wibted, wrinkled and forlorn.

That's what you must expect of
such a collar; it's the luen of it.
i The stand-up collars won't stand
8 up, and the turn-down collars will
wiltdown, The easy, cheap, and
f} pleasant way out of thiais to wear
' CELLULOID ' COLLARS AND
Currs. These goods arc made §
by covering linen collars or cuffs
on both sides with *'CELLULOID,""
thus making them strong and
durable, and eaterproof, notafice-
ted by heat or moisture, There
are no other waterproof goods
made this way, consequently none
thatcan wear so well. When soiled
| simply wipe them off with a wet
cloth,” Every piece of the genuine
is stamped like this:,

Insist npont goods so marked
if yon expect full satisfaction, and
if your dealer doesnot keep them,
send direct to us enclosing amount @
and we will mail sample. State
size, and whether a stond-up or
turned-down collar is wanted.
Collars 25c. cach. Cuffs 5oe. pair.
The CELLULOID COMPANY §
427-29 Broadway, NewYork. §
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SHOE FOR

" WINTER USE.
It ABSOLUTELY prevents slipping,

and insures perfect safety and comfort to
horse and driver.

Shod with the * Neversilp,” your horse's
feet are plways in good condition — kept so
by not having to constantly remova tho.
shoes for sharpening.

The CALKS are REMOVABLE,
Steel-Centered and SELF-SHARPENING

Whon worn out new Calks can be easily in-
serted without removing shoes, saving an
i t of time Il af the
blacksmith lh:}).

On recelpt of postal will mall freo our de.
soriptive efrcular containing prices of Calked
Shoes, ready to hnn“ledun. ar trial, offered
this winter ot very Fow yriges,

HEAVY - RARDWARE (0.

TOLEDO, OHIO,

DEALEDS 1N

Blacksmiths' and Wagon Makers Supplies

Bole Agents for Henry County, oet3s 8m




